A 

0 
0 
0 

5 
5 
5 

9 
8 
8 

5 

"' 

^^£ 

THE  LIBRARY 

OF 

THE  UNIVERSITY 

OF  CALIFORNIA 
LOS  ANGELES 


■  "-"  -^'-^^--'' 


Bits  of  Glass 

gii&tdlamoxxz  arib  Jtobt  ^atmz. 
Jragments  of  passion. 

Written  between  the  ages  of  ten  and  nineteen. 

BY 

EDITH    RIKOFF. 


London  : 

HENRY  J.   DRANE,   LIMITED, 

Daxegeld  Hovse,  82A,  Farringdon  Street,  E.C. 


Digitized  by  tine  Internet  Arcliive 

in  2007  witli  funding  from 

IVIicrosoft  Corporation 


littp://www.arcliive.org/details/bitsofglassmisceOOrikoiala 


352408 


ALEXANDER    J.    SEFI. 


Telephone:     LONDQN     WALU     268, 


yTu^ 


'/4r     ki.^iP'^ 


17,    FINSBURY    PAVEMENT. 


LONDON,        ^^^^:     {f 


.    /J 

/ ^•■■ 

E.G. 


o-^— «/ - 


342408 


/ 


Our  life  is  formed  of  fragments,  bits  of  glass, 

That  shine  and  glitter,  glow  and  break  and  pass. 

Into  and  out  the  crucible  of  fate 

They  move ;  are  moulded,  cracked  and  chipped  and  wait, 

Quite  helpless,  for  the  last  remelting  state. 
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DEDICATION. 

This  book  is  lovingly  dedicated  to  C.  A.  Ford,  my  friend 

and  teacher,  who  gave  me  my  whole  literary  education,  by  her 

affectionate  pupil, 

Edith  Rikoff. 

//  /  ne'er  had  known  thee,  teacher, 

I  should  surely  ne'er  have  seen 
In  my  youth,  the  poet's  glory. 

And  this  book  might  ne'er  have  been  I 


AUTHOR'S  NOTE. 

In  bringing  this  little  book  of  poetry  before  the 
public,  I  have  but  one  object,  and  that,  entirely 
selfish,  which  is,  as  the  immortal  Mrs.  Browning 
says  in  one  of  her  world-famed  Portuguese  sonnets  : 
"  To  utter  all  myself  into  the  air ! " 

Some  of  the  poems,  I  know,  are  faulty  and  crude, 
but  I  hope  for  the  indulgence  of  my  readers,  and 
plead  my  youth  as  my  excuse.  Everything  in  this 
volume  has  been  written  between  the  ages  of  ten 
and  nineteen,  and  it  is  my  ambition  to  see  it 
published  before  my  twentieth  birthday. 

If  I  can  interest  my  readers,  and  above  all, 
if  they  can  find  sympathy  in  this  little  book,  it  will 
be  the  greatest  joy  and  encouragement  to  a  young 
author. 

EDITH  RIKOFF. 


Part  I. 


MISCELLANEOUS 
POEMS. 


*     "X^K©^    * 


MATERNITY. 


A  woman's  Firstborn  is  a  woman's  soul. 

She  lavishes  the  treasures  of  her  heart 
On  this  frail  tiny  creature  ;  and  the  whole 

Of  her  divinity,   set  quite  apart 
From  that  which  is  her  husband's  in  their  love, 

With  new  strong  current,  transmits  to  her  child. 
She  is  a  woman  deified  ;  above 

All  others  blessed  ;  peaceful,  sweet  and  mild. 
While  her  dear  babe  lies  safe  from  fear  or  harm. 

But  if  the  world  should  wound  and  hurt  it,  wild 
With  passion  ;  strong  with  her  right  arm 

To  shield  her  darling  from  life's  lightest  storm. 
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So  I,  a  Mother,  see  my  Firstborn  go, 
My  little  book,  to  fortune  and  to  fate  ; 

And  with  a  fear  for  it  my  heart  beats  slow : 
It  is  so  small  to  stand  against  the  great. 

**  Be  kind,  indulgent  ;  don't  condemn  too  hard 
"  Its  first  mistakes  ;  they  are  the  faults  of  youth. 

"  Look  on  it  with  a  tender  kind  regard — 

"My  child  who  strives  for  two  things,  'Love' 
and  'Truth.'" 
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I   WROTE   A   POEM. 

I   wrote  a   poem,    I   was   eight ; 

My  pride  was  huge  ;   ambition   high  ; 
My  elders  laughed  ;  I  sat  in  state, 

And  vanity  was  in  my  eye. 

I  wrote  a  poem  at  thirteen  ; 

I  judged  it  fairly  with  great  care  ; 
My  elders  said:   "They  had  not  seen 

Such  humour  written  anywhere." 

I  wrote  so  many  poems  since  ; 

The  world  smiled,  shrugged  its  shoulders  high 
*' They  are  too  deep."     I  did  not  wince; 

They  were  my  blood,  my  life — I — I ! 

For  charity  I  wrote  an  ode  ; 
-The  story  true,  the  subject  given. 
No  soul   there  in   the  verses   glowed  ; 

No  dark   from   hell,   no   light   from   heaven ! 
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But  it  was  clear  ;  as  clear  and  cold 
As  polished  brass  ;  it  seemed  to  me 

It  tried  its  best  to  look  like  gold  ; 
The  metre  flowed  on  faultlessly. 

'Twas    printed,    and    my    name    was    named ; 

The  world  said:    "Splendid  poetry!" 
Then,   the  first  time  I   was  ashamed 

That  I  could  write  such  nullity ! 
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A   PRAYER   OF   THANKSGIVING. 


I  thank  Thee,  oh  my  God,  for  this  fair  earth  ; 

For  all  its  beauty  Thou  hast  made  me  see ; 

I  thank  Thee  for  its  laughter  and  its  mirth  ; 

Its  pleasures,  great  and  small,  Thou'st  giv'n  to 
me. 

I  thank  Thee,  oh  my  God,  for  all  the  love 
Of  those  who   are   my   loyal   friends   and   true. 

I  thank  Thee  for  the  voices  up  above, 
Which  tell  me  of  the  angels,  Christ  and  You. 

I  thank  Thee,  oh  my  God,  that  I  can  feel, 
And  feeling  them,   forgive  the  sins  of  others  ; 

Can  say  my  prayers  ;  my  knees  and  spirit  kneel, 
In  knowledge  that  we  all  are  brothers. 
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I  thank  Thee,  oh  my  God,  that  I  can  know 
The  touch  of  misery  and  tearless  pain  ; 

The  depth  of  dust-like  dry  uncoloured  woe  ; 
Can  rise  from  all  and  worship  Thee  again. 

I  thank  Thee,  oh  my  God,  for  all  Thou'st  given 
To  one  of  Thy  world's  fold  ;  a  small  stray  lamb  ; 

I  thank  Thee  for  my  knowledge  of  sweet  Heav'n  ; 
But   most   I    thank   Thee,    Father,    that   I   ami 
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TO  MY  FATHER. 

The  clock  has  struck  its  fifty-seventh  hour 

With  slow  and  solemn  strokes,  and  yet  no  trace 
Of  weariness  of  life.     There  is  the  power 

Of  youth  still  written  on  thy  beaming  face. 
For  thou  hast  found  the  treasure  of  great  youth, 

And   ever  thou  hast  held   it  closely,   tight. 
To  thee,  in  life  there  is  but  good  and  truth  ; 

Thou  find'st  a  pleasure  in  its  smallest  sight. 
Thou  thinkest  but  the  best  of  everyone  ; 

Thou  goest  through  thy  life  without  a  swerve  ; 
Thou  lovest  all  that  lives  beneath  the  sun. 

Thou  hast  high  courage,  and  thy  splendid  nerve 
Does  lead  thee  through  all  dangers  and  all  strife  ; 

Does  make  thee  steady  as  a  granite  rock  ; 
Does  help  thee  to  bear  up  with  all  in  life, 

And  stand  unmoved  beneath  the  tempest's  shock. 
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Grandly  thou  stand 'st ;  a  great  high  mountain  peak, 

And  all  with  moss  and  lichens  overgrown 
Of  love,  from  those  who  are  but  soft  and  weak, 

And  cling  to  thee  as  their  one  shelt'ring  stone. 
Oh,    ever   stay !    through   many   many   years, 

To  be  our  comfort,  our  great  love,  our  pride ! 
To  smooth  the  path  of  all  our  anxious  fears, 

Thou  rugged  mountain,  love  has  sanctified. 


i8  BITS   OF  CLASS. 


TO   THE   MOST   LOVELY   WOMAN    I    HAVE 
EVER  SEEN. 

Most  beautiful  of  women  'neath  the  sun  ! 

My  feeble  pen  dare  not  in  words  express, 
Nor  can  the  voice  of  e'en  the  greatest  one 

Describe  one   tithe   of  thy   sweet   loveliness ! 

There  is  a  living  poem  in  thine  eyes  ! 

A  breathing  picture  in  thy  dainty  frame. 
All   in   thyself  such   perfect  beauty   lies, 

That  Venus  self  must  needs  be  put  to  shame. 

Thy  voice  is  as  a  softly  tuned  note 

Of  perfect  music,  far  beyond  our  reach  ; 

Thy  laugh,  which  trembles  from  thy  marble  throat. 
Like  tiny  ripples  on  a  shingly  beach. 


BITS  OF  GLASS.  19 

Thy  hair,  like  burnished  copper,  glows  with  light ; 

As  for  thy  lips — I  will  but  say  just  this  : — 
A  man  would  give  up  all  his  earthly  might 

To  waste  his  being  in  one  endless  kiss. 

Yet,  why  do  I  thus  feebly,  faintly  strive 
To  tell  the  gaping  world  to  look  on  thee? 

Thy  beauty  is  so  throbbingly  alive, 
That  it  e'en  beautifies  the  soul  in  me. 
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ON   THE   DEATH    OF   MY   GRANDMOTHER. 

Dead  !  dead  !  and  we  do  wring  our  hands  and  weep. 
Gone !  gone  to  everlasting  rest  and  sleep ! 
Left  are  your  sorrows  and  your  earthly  pain  ; 
But  never  shall  we  see  thy  face  again  ! 

Shut,  shut  in  a  dark  coffin,  underground, 

Where  naught  disturbs   your   sleep,    where   is   no 
sound. 

Cold  !  cold  as  pallid  marble  ;  white  and  grand 

You  lie  in  state.     We  cannot  clasp  your  hand ! 

And  now  you  are  deserted  and  alone ! 
With  nought  for  company,  except  the  moan 

Of  churchyard   wind,   that  round   the  graves   will 

play 
}n  mournful  wails,  for  ever  and  a  day. 
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You  trod  so  long  upon  life's  beaten  shore, 
And  now  must  rest  for  ever  evermore. 
Never  again  your  heart  will  bound  and  leap, 
You're  dead,   oh  Mother,   in  eternal  sleep! 

Did  I  say  dead?     Oh,  wicked,  foolish,  mad! 

'Tis  we  are  dead  !     You  live !     Your  soul  is  glad  ! 

You've  ris'n  from  pain,  from  ill,  from  weary  fight — 

You've   left   the  darkness,    and   you've   found   the 
Light ! 
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Written  during  tlie  Russo-Japantse  War, 
THE   JAPS. 

Now  in  everybody's  mouth, 

From  extreme  north  to  the  south, 
There  is  talk  about  a  handful  of  small  chaps  ; 

Who,  if  all  report  be  true, 

Make  poor  Russia  feel  so  blue ! 
Those  plucky  little  johnnies,  known  as  Japs. 

Poor    old    Russia    did    not    think 

That   she   was   on   the   brink 
Of  getting  such  a  lot  of  sounding  slaps  ; 

And,  if  all  report  be  true^ 

She  really  never  knew 
All  the  lively  preparations  of  the  Japs. 

Miakkrofif  he  did  say, 

At  no  very  distant  day, 
That  Japan  would  be  in  state  of  clean  collapse  ; 

But,   if  all  report  be  true, 

What    about    the    fearful    stew 
Caused  by  Just  a  few  torpedoes,  manned  by  Japs. 
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Kuropatkin  did  reply  ; 

By  the  middle  of  July, 
That  Korea  would  be  held  fast  in  Russia's  traps  ; 

But,  if  all  report  be  true, 

The  battle  of  "  Yalu  " 
Got  eight-and-forty  guns  for  those  small  Japs. 

The  Russian   Bear  does  run, 

And    the    Japs,     who    love    some    fun, 

Do  dance  behind  and  pick  up  all  the  scraps  ; 
Like  "  Port  Arthur  "  on  one  day. 
And  as   "  Mukden's  "  on  the  way, 

It  came  in  nice  and  handy  for  those  Japs. 

If  you  go  some  future  day. 

Into  Russia  for  a  stay. 

She'll   have    had    such    good    sound    lickings    that 
perhaps. 

If  all  old  report  was  true. 

She'll   know  she  couldn't   do 

With  a  lot  of  little  worries  like  the  Japs  ! 
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Written  on  my  Motlier's  Birthday. 

QUEEN  OF  THE  ROSES. 

Of  all  the  sweet  flowers  that  blow  'neath  the  sun, 

There  is  but  the  rose  for  me  ; 
To  compare  with  its  shape  and  its  fragrance  there's 
none  ; 

And  Queen  of  the  Roses  is  she. 

The  slender  pink  bud,   with  her  delicate  form, 

The  favourite  flow'r  may  be  j 
But  the  red  rose  of  velvet,  e'en  after  life's  storm 

Still  is  Queen  of  the  Roses  to  me. 

Though  when  a  young  bloom,   in  her  first  tender 
light, 

She  was  coy  to  the  love  of  the  bee  ; 
There's  a  far  sweeter  scent  in   her  midsummer's 
might, 

And  Queen  of  the  Roses  is  she. 
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Oh,  ne'er  the  sharp  wind  or  the  frost  of  the  year 
Shall  harm  the  red  rose  on  the  tree  ; 

For  the  leaves  all  around  her  shall  shelter  their  dear 
Red  Rose,  the  Queen  of  all  three. 

And  the  night  dew  of  summer  shall  scatter  its  gem 

On  the  breast  of  the  rose,  so  that  she 

Shall  retain  all  her  charms  for  the  three  who  love 
them, 

And  Queen  to  the  end  shall  be. 
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I  AM  TIRED! 

I  am  tired,  oh  so  tired,  of  this  toil  and  moil  and 
strife  ; 

I  am  weary,  oh  so  weary,  of  this  long  and  tedious 

life! 
I  am  sick  to  death  of  laughing — I  can't  cry  ; 
I  am  ill  from  all  the  ice  drops  in  my  eye. 

I  am  tired,  oh  so  tired,  of  the  words  misunderstood  ; 
I  am  weary,  oh  so  weary,  of  the  trying  to  be  good. 
I  am  sick  to  death  of  smiling  ;  may  not  frown  ; 
I  am  ill  though  all  God's  angels  looking  down. 

I  am  tired,  oh  so  tired,  of  the  falseness  of  the  folk  ; 
I  am  weary,  oh  so  weary,  of  my  heavy  leaden  yoke. 
I  am  sick  to  death  of  falsehoods  which  abound  ; 
I  am  ill  from  being  fettered  to  the  ground. 
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I  am  tired,  oh  so  tired,  of  the  dismal  daily  fight ; 

I  am  weary,  oh  so  weary  ;  longing,  yearning  for  the 
night ! 

I  am  sick  to  death  of  working  ;  I  can't  play  ; 

I  am  ill  through  all  the  devils  in  my  way ! 

I  am  tired,  oh  so  tired,  of  my  stupid  tedious  self ; 

I  am  weary,  oh  so  weary,  of  my  books  upon  the 
shelf. 

I  am  sick  to  death  of  knowing  things  won't  mend  I 

I  am  ill  while  waiting,  waiting  for  the  end  ! 
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A  FRAGMENT. 

Oh  what  a  meaningless  existence,  mine ! 

And  time  drags  on,  and  wasted  year  by  year  ; 
There  is  no  purer  air  for  which  I  pine  ; 

Deceit  and  strife  rage  in  this  atmosphere ! 

Oh  for  religion's  light  and  trust,  to  give 

Hope  to   my   long   since   dead,    though   beating 
heart. 

I  have  no  wish  to  die,  no,  nor  to  live — 

For  honour  and  for  love,  I  burn,  I  smart ! 
For  love,   that  spark   Discordia  did  smother, 

And  Psyche  and  Harmonia  shun  my  path — 
Not  to  be  understood  by  her  called  Mother, 

Then  how  can  Vesta  smile  upon  this  hearth? 
I  feel  the  brazen  claws  of  vice  that  tear 

And  try  to  drag  me  down  to  the  dull  earth  ; 
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Killing  each  spark  of  goodness  that  lived  there, 
And  that  God  gave  me  in  my  hour  of  birth. 

I  strive  to  rise  above  this  sordid  woe, 
And  think  that  God's  in  Heav'n  and  all  is  well ; — 

I  only  hear  the  clock  that's  ticking  slow, 
And  know  each  minute  draws  me  nearer  Hell 
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A  CRY. 

The  world  turns  on  its  tired  axis  round, 
And  thousands  of  small  souls  are  staked  and  lost ! 

There  rises  up  an  awful  wailing  sound 
Of  multitudes  on  waves  of  agony  tossed ! 

The  sun  smiles  hotly  out  the  cloudless  sky  ; 

The  people  burn  up  in  its  heat  and  groan. 

They  live,  they  love,  they  loathe,  they  lift  on  high 

Their  blood-stained  hands,  and  wail  and  scream 
and  moan  ! 

What  is  it  they  are  seeking,  what  would  find? 

Think  they  the  sun  is  gold,  the  clouds  are  notes? 
There  is  a  longing  in  their  dizzy  mind  ; 

A  silence,  shrieking  from  their  hollow  throats. 


BITS  OF  GLASS.  31 

They  want  to  know,  they  want  to  feel,  to  be! 

They  will  not  blindly  grope  in  empty  space  ; 
They  want  now,  with  their  earthly  eyes,  to  see 

The  glory  of  their  Heavenly  Father's  face ! 

"  We  will  not  die  !  "  they  wail.     "  To  live  and  see 
Is  what  we  want,  the  while  we  still  have  breath 

We  want  to  know  what  afterwards  shall  be 
In  the  new  life  that  cometh  after  death  !  " 

Oh  vain,  irrev'rent !  Think  ye,  ye  could  bear 
The  sight  of  your  God's  whole  immortal  face? 

The  fire  of  it  would  scorch  ye  then  and  there  : 
If  God  looked  on  us,  it  would  end  our  race ! 

But  if  ye  could  look  on   His   Holy  face, 

While  ye  had  all  your  sinful  earthly  lust  ; 

And  yet  alive  and  in  the  self-same  place, 

God  were  not  God,  and  Heav'n  would  sink  in 
dust! 
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LINES  WRITTEN    INSIDE  A   HAT  BOX. 

Some  people  make  their  lives  a  tragedy, 

And  gloat  on   misery's  voluptuous  breast ; 
And  others  take  life  as  a  comedy, 

And  live  on  mirth's  light  spray  and  plumy  crest ; 
And  there  are  some  who  scorn  earth's  everything  ; 

The  good,  the  bad,  the  dark,  the  lighter  strain  ; 
Who  live  on  temperate  philosophy. 

Which  knows  no  painful  bliss,  nor  happy  pain. 

And  there  are  those  sunk  in  the  mire  of  sin, 

Who  drop  on  every  place  their  spawn  of  crime  ; 
Who  ne'er  have  tried  to  feel  them  nearer  God  ; 

Who  ne'er  have  felt  the  pleasure  'tis  to  climb. 
And  there  are  some,  though  few  and  far  between. 

Whose  lives  so  pure  have  been  ;  so  nobly  strong. 
That  having  never  sinned,  they  ne'er  have  known 

How  sweet  a  bliss  'tis,  to  atone  for  wrong ! 
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And  there  are  those  that  smile  at  all  the  world 

In  sharp  sarcasm,  and  who  think  that  one 
And  all  of  Heav'n's  anointed  souls  are  bad, 

And  that  each  lives  for  self,  beneath  the  sun. 
And  there  are  some,  whose  whole  life  is  absorbed 

In  their  own  partiality  and  hate  ; — 
Oh,  if  they  only  knew  the  Self  they  miss. 

By  seeing  but  themselves  from  morn  till  late. 

And  as  for  me,  an  atom  of  the  whole, 

By  rushing  multitudes   I'm   whirled   along  ; 
Jammed   in   the   fierce  relentless   awful  crowd 

Of  vices,  sorrow,  and  of  lust  and  song ! 
Swept  onward  by  the  dizzy  whirlpool,  life, 

I  cannot  pause,  but  in  the  cataracts 
Of  varying  impulse,  do  I  sink  or  swim, 

Within  the  swirling  eddies  of  foul  acts  ! 

And  there  are  many  men,  both  good  and  bad, 
Toiling  and  struggling  on  this  shaking  earth  ; 

D 
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Fighting  and  praying,  hoping,  sinning,  fearing  ; 

Existing  now,  now  crushed,  now  giving  birth. 
And  yet  in  spite  of  every  vice  and  crime  ; 

There  always  is  a  fate, — a  God  above. 

Who  gives  us  everything  upon  this  world  ; 

A   Heav'n,   encompassed  in   the  one   word  .  . 
"Love!  " 
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ODE  TO   SHELLEY. 


Oh  heav'n-inspired  poet  that  thou  wert ! 

Oh  angel  thou,  whose  mighty  godlike  brain 
Shed  music  on  the  earth  to  stir  men's  souls  ; 

There  ne'er  lived  man  like  thee,  nor  will  again  I 

Oh  splendid  spirit,  like  a  comet  thou 
Didst  trail  thy  fleecy  streamer  in  our  night ; 

Sweeping  across  thy  sphere  of  radiant  thought, 
Didst  flash  a  moment,  and  wert  gone  from  sight. 

But,  as  a  comet  rushing  through  great  space 
Doth  leave  behind  a  shudd'ring,  so  with  thee 

Thou  mighty  man  : — "  Thy  fate  and  fame  shall  be 
An  echo  and  a  light  unto  Eternity  !  " 

Thy  starry  breath,   bespangling  earth  with   gems. 
Hath  made  us  rich  in  beauty  ;  he  who  stole 

Dread  Jove's  immortal  fire,  can  only  be 
Compared  with  thee  and  thy  uplifted  soul. 
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Oh  Keats,  thy  spirit  which  doth  hover  near 

Must  needs  be  happy.     Is  there  one  with  breath 

Who  would  not  die  at  once,  a  thousand  times, 
To  have  an  "  Adonais  "  after  death! 

Thou  angel — for  thou  never  wert  a  man — 
From  whence  that  perfect  flow  of  harmony? 

Didst  thou  imbibe  it  from  "  Prometheus'  rock," 
From  clouds,  or  from  thy  azure  Italy? 

E'en  lovelier  than  a  "  Skylark's  "  in  the  sky 

Is  thy  sweet  voice  ;  and  list'nlng  I  have  caught 

And  gathered  to  my  very  inmost  soul, 

"  Thy    sweetest    songs,    which    tell    of    saddest 
thought!  " 

Oh  Shelley,  scorn  me  not  that  I  do  dare 

To  speak  of  things  divine,   for  so  thou  art ! 
A  heav'n  of  sound  is  in  thy  poetry, 

Which  gushes  forth  like  heart 's-blood  from  thy 
heart ! 
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I  feel  thy  presence  near  me,  and  my  pen 
Slow  stumbling,  now  is  quicken'd  in  thy  praise ! 

I  see  thee  standing  at  Apollo's  side. 
Smiling  upon  the  world  with  radiant  gaze. 

My  spirit  reels — I  worship — I  adore  ! 

How  blessed  am  I  that  I  may  worship  thee, 
Thou  god  of  sound  and  heav'n-breathed   melody  ! 

Thou  star,  that  shin'st  in  Immortality  ! 
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THE  WEDDING. 

She  walks  up  the  aisle  at  her  father's  side, 
And  the  watchers  hold  their  breath  ; 

The  bridegroom  is  waiting  with  pompous  pride, 
And  the  bride  is  pale  as  death. 

The  clergyman  prays,  the  people  kneel, 

And  they  are  man  and  wife  ; 
She  hears  the  tones  on  the  organ  peal, 

And  each  cuts  like  a  knife. 

But  he  is  a  multi-millionaire  ! 

What  a  lucky  girl  is  she  ! 
Oh !  the  diamonds  she  will  have  to  wear, 

And  the  splendour  she  will  see !  .  .  . 

A  funeral  down  the  road  does  wind  ; 

The  coffin  is  plain  and  black  ; 
No  laden  carriage  is  behind  ; 

No  mourner  at  the  back. 
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The  bridegroom  sees  it,  and  he  does  frown  ; 

O'er  his  face  flows  an  angry  heat, 
From  the  steps  of  the  church,  the  bride  comes  down, 

And  the  cofBn  comes  up  the  street. 

The  bride  espies  it,  she  shudders — she  sighs — 
She  trembles — she  totters — she'll  fall ! 

And  the  bridegroom  looks  with  fear  in  his  eyes : 
"  She's  fainted— the  heat— that's  all!  " 

The  mother  flies  forward  and  kneels  by  her  child, 

So  white,  so  still,  on  the  floor  ; 
Her  flowers  are  strewn,  her  hair  is  wild, 

And  the  coffin  stops  at  the  door ! 

The  doctor  comes,  with  his  grave  stern  face. 

And  gently  raises   her  head  ; 
He  turns  back  the  veil  of  costly  lace  ; 

But  the  bride — the  bride  ...  is  dead ! 
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The  coffin  is  brought  to  the  toll  of  the  bell  ; 

The  frighted  people  pray  ; 
The  clergyman  bids  a  last  farewell 

To  the  lovely  lifeless  clay. 

The  coffin  is  oped — "  'tis  empty  my  God!  " 

The  people  scream  aloud. 
They  press  along  the  altar  rod  ; 

Her  name  is  on  the  shroud. 


"  The  wealth  overawed  her,"  the  people  cry  ; 

The  doctor  says  :  "  Heart-disease  !  " 
But  her  mother  stands  with  a  tearless  eye, 

And  doubting  agonies  ! 

The  bridegroom's  face  wears  a  greenish  hue. 

He  lifts  his  voice  above 
The  sobs.     "  Who  made  the  coffin  for  my  love?  " 

And  the  echo  answers  .  .  .  "love!  " 
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MANY  HAPPY  RETURNS  TO  MY  FATHER. 

This  Saturday  will  see  fulfilled 

Three  score  grand  years  of  noble  life  ; 
A  steadfast  workman,  greatly  skilled 

To  battle  on  through  toll  and  strife. 
Sixty  kind  years  across  your  face 

Have  left  their  marks  in  honour  there  ; 
For  each  dear  wrinkle,  we  can  trace 

Kind  thoughts  and  deeds  and  loving  care  ; 
And  age  lies  on  you  with  a  grace 

So  gentle,  and  does  yet  forbear. 
You've  reached  the  summit  of  your  prime 

Through  oft  a  steep  and  dang'rous  way  ; 
You've  conquered  all  life's  roughest  climb, 

And  now  can  rest  for  many  a  day. 
Upon  life's  mountain  top  you  smile 

Into  the  valley  of  your  youth  ; 
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And  see  us  struggle  up  the  while, 

To  reach  you,  hand  in  hand  with  Truth. 
A  happy  day  we  wish  you'll  spend  ; 

And  every  joy  and  prospect  fair, 
Good    Father,    comrade,    and   good    friend,- 

Revered  and  trusted   everywhere. 
You  have  the  best  gift  fame  can  send  ; 

A  loved  and  honoured  name  you  bear. 
Good  health,   dear   Father,   and  long  life  ; 

In  blessedness  you'll  live  to  see 
Your  little  girl  a  happy  wife, 

And  your  grandchildren  on  your  knee ! 
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ON  BEING  ASKED  FOR  MY  DEFINITION  OF 
"FRIENDSHIP." 

If  you  and  I  were  really  friends  indeed  : 
Friends  to  the  utmost  of  that  sacred  name  ; 

If  we  did  sow  that  all  eternal  seed 

In  our  two  souls  and  in  our  earthly  frame : — 

Then  you  would  know  each  noble  thought  I  had ! 

And  I  would  feel  each  higher  thought  of  thine  ; 
And  we  should  feel  each  good  deed  and  each  bad 

In  like  degree  ;  oh  were  it  yours  or  mine ! 

You  would  not  need  to  tell  what  in  your  heart 
Smouldered  or  burned,  for  I  should  know  or  guess 

The  working  of  myself,  my  greater  part. 
In  you  ;  if  we  were  friends  in  sacredness ! 
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If  we  were  friends,  each  pleasure  and  each  pain 
That  came  to  you  would  surely  come  to  me. 

Each  glory  won  by  you  would  be  my  gain  ; 
Each  sin  of  yours,  my  twofold  agony  ! 

And  if  the  world  should  scorn  and  spit  at  you, 
Then  I  the  closer  to  your  side  would  cling  ; 

Though  deep  down  in  my  soul  I  felt  and  knew 
That  you  had  sinned  beyond  imagining. 

If  you  and  I  were  really  friends,  no  creed, 
No  pow'r  on  earth  or  hell  could  sever  me 

From  you  ;  my  other  self  ;  myself  indeed  ! 
Soul  mixed  with  soul  to  all  Eternity ! 
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MUSIC. 

When,  on  a  stormy  wind  infuriated  sea, 

Upon  a  shudd'ring  wave-washed  vessel  you  do 
stand, 

And  think  each  pulsing  beating  minute  sure  must  be 
The  last  ;  and  sudden  to  your  straining  eyes,  the 
land 

Unfolds  itself  ;  and  grey  and  gaunt  and  grand,  you 
"see 

The   cliffs    down    sloping    to   caress    the   golden 
sand — 

Why  then  'tis  music  that  dull  scraping  on  the  quay  ! 

When,  in  a  hell-black,  suffocating  deep  coal  mine, 

For  many  crawling   hours   twixt  life  and   death 
you've  lain. 

And  darkness,  like  a  hoard  of  filthy  hungry  swine. 

Has  eaten  out  the  light  of  reason  in  your  brain. 
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When,  on  the  carcase  of  a  reeking  horse  you  dine 

And  lie  unconscious,  dying  ;  and  then  once  again 

You  see  the  sunlight !     Near  your  bed  the  gentle 
whine 

Of  your  old  dog — why,  that  is  music  in  your  pain  ! 

When,  in  an  overpopulated  world,  alone 

You  stand,  and  watch  the  endless  traffic  onward 
roll; 

And  hear  wild  laughter,  interspersed  with  mangled 
moan 

Of  some  poor  sin-crushed  creature  ;  and  still  see 
the  whole 

Globe  rushing  madly,  like  an  overweighted  stone, 

To   doom,    and   to   a   deadly,    dreary,    downward 
goal ! 

Then,  sudd'n,  a  pair  of  eyes  flash  light  into  your 
own. 

A  friend  !     A  love !     Why,  then  there's  music  in 
your  soul. 

Thank  God  ! 
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"  CHILDE  ROLAND  TO  THE  DARK  TOWER 
CAME!  " 

"  Childe   Roland   to   the   dark   tower  came!" 
He  came,  just  when  the  heated  amorous  sun, 

With   the   full   passion   of   his   warm   love's   flame, 
His  pale  shy  bride,  the  lily  moon  had  won 

And  held  her,  till  she  glowed  with  maiden  shame ! 

Childe  Roland  at  the  dark  tower  entered  in. 

His  weary  stoop  told  plain  his  agony ! 
The  misery  of  an  unconquered  sin 

Was   on   him,   and   his   veins   swole   guiltily 
In  knotted  purple  from  his  forehead  thin. 

Childe   Roland   up  the  rotten  stairway  crept ; 

The  bats  flew  round  his  hair  ;  the  darkness  clung 

To  him  ;  the  wind  in  mournful  wailings  swept 

Through   the   wide   loopholes,    and   the   air   was 
strung 

Like  a  thin  wire  with  crazy  notes  that  wept. 
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Childe  Roland  reached  the  summit  ;  ghastly  white 
He  was  ;  save  where  beneath  his  eyes,  dark  rings 

Told  of  a  fall,  a  sinfully  spent  night  ; 

Told  a  whole  tale  of  dark  unhappy  things, 

And  showed  the  struggle  and  the  hard  lost  fight ! 

Childe  Roland  paused  before  an  oaken  door, 
Through  whose  great  cracks,  the  glory  of  the  two, 

The  sun  and  moon  in  one,  shone  on  the  floor 
In   unity.     Then,    like  a   Soul   that   through 

Vast  Hell  has  come  and  entered  Heav'n  once  more, 

Childe   Roland  passed   into  the  little  room 
And  stood  before  a  picture,  and  the  face 

Of  Christ  lit  up  the  darkness  and  the  gloom, 
And  washed  his  soul  from  all  its  deep  disgrace, 

And  its  divinest  pity  bade  him  come  ! 

Childe  Roland  prayed,  the  while  a  healing  balm 
Of  spirit,   gave  his  tired  body  rest ; 
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And  in  the  radiance  of  his  Saviour's  calm 

Eternal  Face,  he  slept  the  sleep  that's  blessed  ; 
While  all  the  stars  in  Heaven  shone  a  psalm  ! 

Childe  Roland  rose  and  left  the  sainted  tower  ; 

Just  when  the  moon  was  singing  to  the  sun 
And  bidding  him  arise,  and  each  pale  flower 

Was  shedding  fragrance,  and  as,  one  by  one, 
The  small  sky-candles  flickered  their  last  hour. 
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FRAGMENT. 

A   poet   Is   formed   of   fragments,    melted   in 

The  crucible  of  misery  ;  while  sin 

Attempts   to   spoil   the   pureness   of   the   mould. 

Where  light  fantastic  fancy,  softly  rolled 

In  rosy  clouds  of  love,  envelops  thin 

His  being  ;  while  the  rough  red  gold 

Of   mighty   thought   and    feeling,    makes    him    win 

His  place  among  the  stars  of  time  untold  ! 
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Sonnet. 

EVERYTHING. 

A  gnat,  a  blade  of  grass,  the  hemispheres, 
Great  books,  slow  writhing  worms,  a  Watteau  fan, 
A  speck  of  dust,  a  world,  the  heart  of  man  ; 
All  things  created  in  a  thousand  years 
Are  all  minute,  in  that  stupendous  whole 
Of   Everything  !     The  one  large  flaming  soul 
Of  mankind,   still  is  watered  with  God's  tears 
In  heav'n,  and  scorched  with  Satan's  hell-hot  fears ! 

Then  be  it  so,  that  everything  is  naught, 
And  nothing,  everything  !     The  yawning  sea 
Opens  its  throat,  and  the  cold  fishes  swim 
In  merry  dulness  and  in  darting  sport. 
Yet   Everything  is   God  !     Eternity 
Is  but  a  spark  of  glory  shed  from  Him  ! 
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Sonnet. 

MADNESS. 

Blood,    blood,    my    God !     Around,     beneath,     all 

blood! 
And  slimy  serpents  swimming  in  a  sea 
Of  gore,  stretch  forth  their  heads  and  hiss  at  me, 
And  the  grey  sky  is  coated  thick  with  mud. 
Oh,  kill  me  !     Save  me !     I  am  lost,  my  God  ! 
A  woman  burns  my  eyeballs  red  and  she 
Still  yells  and  screeches  wildly  !     Oh,  to  be 
Dead  !     The  tide  flows  straight  to  hell ! 
To  heav'n  I  would  ! 

'Tis  o'er,  and  I  am  still  from  weariness  ; 
Now  do  I  nothing  see  and  nothing  feel, 
Except  vast  Nothingness'  slow  grinding  wheel. 

E'en  hell  grows  faint,  and  heav'n  grows  less  and 

less  ; 
My  ship  is  rocking  with  a  shattered  keel, 
And  sinking  in  a  sea  of  emptiness  ! 
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A  THOUGHT. 

A  blinding  rush,  a  swirl,  and  all  is  o'er ! 

A  giddy  whirlpool  and  a  sinking  mast  ; 
We  have  been  born,  have  lived,  and  are  no  more  ; 

And  all  our  earthly  troubles  quickly  passed. 
Then  why  fear  death?     For  we  should  love  to  die 

When  duty's  done  !     Then  lay  beneath  the  sod 
Your  tired  body.     Let  it  peaceful  lie  : 

Your  spirit  walks  in  glory  to  your  God  ! 
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TO   JEALOUSY. 

Oh  thou  huge,  green-eyed  monster,  Jealousy, 
What  wreck  and  ruin  in  the  hearts  of  men, 
Thou,  by  thy  snakish  twists  and  insane  mind, 
Hast  wrought.     We  see  thy  face  the  first  time  when 
We   shrink   in   horror  ;    then    we   look   again. 
We  look  again,  and  why,  we  cannot  tell  ; 
We  gaze,  we  blend,  we  howl  and  love  thee  well ! 
We  love  thee,  and  thy  spirit  haunts  our  souls. 
Thou  creepest  as  a  loathsome,   crawling  blight. 
And  mak'st  our  former  loved   ones  seem  to  be 
Slimy  with  basest  acts,  in  our  bleared  sight. 
Oh,   why  should  there  then  be  upon  the  earth, 
So  fair,  so  fresh,  so  sweet,  this  burning  hell 
Of  jealousy  ?     That,  God  alone  can  tell ! 


Part  II. 


LOVE    POEMS, 


* 

^v^...^^ 

* 

FACTS   AND   A   QUESTION. 

I. 

I  met  you  and  you  seemed  to  me 
Like   any   other    I   might   meet ! 
A  pebble  lying  at  my  feet, 
Washed  up  like  others  by  the  sea. 

2. 

I  lost  you.     Like  a  grain  of  sand 
Obliterated  from  my  mind 
You  sank,   and  not  a  trace  behind 
You  left  upon  the  level  strand. 

3- 

I  met  you  by  the  sea  again. 

This  time  you  seemed  a  fairy  boat, 

On   which   my   fancy   went   afloat ! 

On  seas  of  thought  we  sailed,  we  twain. 


BITS   OF  GLASS.  57 

4- 

There  came  a  storm  !  the  waves  ran  high, 
But   you  sailed  steady   to  the  shore, 
And  to  my   mind  the  knowledge  bore 
Of  your  real  worthy  quality. 

5- 

Far  from  the  sea  I  met  you.     When, 
Like  a  true  answer  to  a  call 
Which  asks  for  much  and  longs  for  all, 
You  came,  and  I  felt  safety  then. 

6. 

I  lost  you  for  a  week,  a  day  ; 

And  felt  like  one  who  wand'ring  far, 

Loses  the  sight  of  one  clear  star 

Which   guides   him    on    his    upward   way. 

7. 
And   thus   our   friendship   was   and   grew  ; 

r 

I,  fickle  as  a  butterfly  ; 

You,   steady  as  the  earth  near  by 

With   flowers   to  give   me   honey   dew. 
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8. 
So  often  with  you,  I  then  found 
You  were  like  none  that   I   could  meet ! 
A  jewel  lying  at  my  feet, 
Embedded  in  Love's  plot  of  ground. 

9- 

So  often  with  you,  you  became 

A  necessary  part  of  me  ; 

Without  which  part  I  could  not  be  ; 

And  yet  which  part  I  could  not  name. 

lO. 

And  then  Death's  Angel  up  above, 
Your  Father  home  to  Heaven  led. 
I  pitied  you  and  my  heart  bled  ; 
Is  pity  then  akin  to  Love? 
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YOUR  EYES. 


You  spoke  to  me  in  courteous  voice, 
The  formal   '*  pleased   to  meet  you  "   lies  ; 

And  yet  somehow  I  did  rejoice ! 

You  looked  at  me,  they  spoke,  your  eyes ! 

You  danced  with  me  ;  yes,  you  danced  well  ; 

But,  to  my  wonder  and  surprise, 
My  heart  danced  too.     Why?     I  can't  tell — 

Except,  yes — how  they  danced,  your  eyes ! 

You   pressed   my   hand  ;    'twas   nothing   new  ; 

I  felt  the  warm  blood  slowly  rise  : 
All  through  my  face  the  colour  flew — 

Oh  how  they  pressed,  they  pressed,  your  eyes  ! 

You  said  "  Good-bye!  "  you  said  "  We'll  meet!  " 

It  was  the  start  of  closer  ties  ; 
And  life  to  me  was  sad,  yet  sweet, 

When  you  said  "  Good-bye  "  with  your  eyes ! 
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We  met,  we  met  each  single  day  ; 

We  walked  beneath  the  happy  skies  ; 
And  in  each  word  you  said,  there  lay 

A  deeper  wording  in  your  eyes. 

You  held  me  to  you,  held  me  fast ! 

There  dropped  from  me  all  light  disguise  ; 
The  naked  truth  alone,  it  passed 

From  you  to  me  through  your  grey  eyes ! 

And  then  you  came  and  asked  of  me — 
You  breathed  no  lover's  fitful  sighs, 

But  asking,  made  a  slave  of  me  ! 
You  chained  me  to  you  with  }our  eyes  ! 

I  feel,  I  know,  if  later  on 

Our  friendship  'twixt  us  fails  and  dies  ; 
My  light  in  life  will  all  be  gone  ! 

I   shall  be  blind  without  your  eyes  ! 
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A  KISS! 


I  thought  that  I   no  longer  loved  you,   dear  ; 

I  thought  that  I  had  lost  or  killed  my  heart  ; 
I  felt  no  deeper  thrill  when  you  were  near  ; — 

You   touched   me,    yet   my   spirit   seemed   apart. 

I  saw  you  often.     With  me  day  by  day, 
I  coolly  criticised  you.     Did  admire 

Your  looks,  your  strength  ;  yet  I  could  say  you  nay  ; 
Could  coldly  baffle  all  your  warm  desire. 

I  thought  that  I  had  worn  out  all  my  soul 
In   fruitless   longing  ;   that   you   loved  too   late ! 

I  gloried  in  my  power  and  control  ; 

I  laughed  to  see  you  in  a  maddened  state. 
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And  now  you  begged!  yes,  begged  me  for  a  kiss! 

(A  thing  I  used  to  give  you  all  unasked  !) 

And  I  refused!     Yes,  I  refused  you  this. 

With    mocking    smile,     smile    that    all    feeling 
masked. 

I  saw  you  ;  I  was  with  you  one  whole  day  ; 

And  still  you  begged,   and  still  you  begged  in 
vain  ; 
For  still  I  smiled,  and  smiling  said  you  nay  : 

But  in  my  smiling  this  time,  there  was  pain. 

I  thought  of  }ou  ;  I  thought  all  things  you  loved  ; 

And  when  I  heard  you  step  from  out  your  gate  ; 
I  tried — but  no — I  could  not  sit  unmoved  ; 

I  watched  you  down  the  road  as  I  of  late. 

You  asked  me  yet  again !     I  did  not  trust 
Myself  to  look  at  you,  but  murmured  low : 

"  I  will  not  when  you  ask,  but  when  7  must!  " 
And  sat  like  stone  so  cold  and  heard  you  go. 
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You  came  once  more  ;  you  stood  and  looked  at  me  ; 

And  as  a  magnet  takes  to  it  the  steel, 
So  all  my  heart  and  soul  were  drawn  to  thee, 

And  our  lips  touched!     I  saw  not^ — did  I  feel? 

Oh,  did  I  feel,  my  God?     I  felt  and  knew 

I  worshipped,   wanted  you  as  e'er  of  yore ! 

You    know    it !     Like    me — love    me — loathe    me ! 
Who 

Can  rob  me?     Love  is  mine  for  evermore. 
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SWEETHEART ! 

I  heard  the  tread  of  manly  feet  .   .   . 
I  felt  you  coming  down  the  street  .  .  . 
My  soul  sprang  out  your  soul  to  greet  .  .  . 
My   pulse   was   beating   with   love's   beat  .  .  . 
My   heart   was   throbbing   with   love's   heat  .  .  . 
My  lips  were  aching  yours  to  meet  .  .  . 
The  air  around   with  love  was   sweet  .  .  . 

Sweetheart ! 

Eyes   spoke ;   souls   heard  ;   hearts   throbbed  ;   lips 
met ! 

I  think  we  spoke  not ;  I  forget 

If  aught  we  said.     Your  cheek  was  set 

'Gainst   mine  so   close.     You   felt   regret 

That  we  must  part  ;  but  then,  eyes  wet, 

You  left  me.     I  stooped  down  to  get 

More  than  a  kingdom's  crown,  and  yet, 

'Twas  but  a  burnt  out  cigarette  .  .  . 

Sweetheart ! 


BITS  OF  GLASS.  65 


? 


Do  I  love  you  ?     Do  I  live ! 

Do  I  want  you  ?     Answer  me ! 
Does  not  all  my  being  give 

All  it  has,  all  unto  thee? 

Did  I  kiss  you?     Yes,   I  did! 

And  would  do  it  o'er  again. 
Have  I  e'er  my  feelings  hid? 

Yes,    in   case   they   caused   you   pain. 

Do  I  covet  ?     Yes  I  do ! 

Each  sweet  look  and   word   and  sign  ; 
Each   small    honour    won   by    you, 

All  of  them   I  covet,   mine. 
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Would  I  give  you  all  my  fame? 

Yes,  and  more  than  all  that  too  j 
Everything  in  honour's  name  ; 

Honour's  self — I'll  keep  for  you! 

Do  I  give  you  all  my  heart? 

Yes  I  do  ;  my  earthly  whole — 
All ;  and  when   us  death  shall  part, 

On  to  life  you'll  have  my  soul ! 


I 
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IF  HE  BUT  KNEW. 

If  he  but  knew  that  I  am  weeping  still ; 

Weeping  and   weeping  on,   for  his  dear  sake ; 
If  he  but  knew  that  I  am  weak  and  ill 

From  crying  out  my  eyes  ;  my  heart  to  break ! 

If  he  but  knew  that  every  thought  and  look 
Was  for  him  only !     That  I  see  his  face 

In  every  man's  ;  his  words  in  every  book  ; 
I  hear  his  voice,  its  echo,  in  each  place. 

If  he  but  knew  that  all  my  weary  life 

Is  spent  in  vain,  though  God  and  Heav'n  above 
me, 

Would  he  then  call  me  darling — dearest — wife? 

If  he  but  knew  my  soul,  would  he  then  love  me? 
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Upon  reading  Hiawatha. 

THE   DIFFERENCE. 

On  the  gently  flowing  river,  past  the  elms  and  past 
the  beeches, 

Glided  I  with  one  who  loved  me. 

And  each  leaf  and  water  lily  and  each  tree  and  all 
the  sunset 

Filled  me  with  delight  and  wonder. 

And  in  every  humming  insect,   I   beheld  a  tinted 
rainbow  ; 

All  I  saw,  because  he  loved  me ! 

All  of  God's  own  beauteous  nature  drank  I  in,  and 
saw  the  ripples 

On  the  water,  glow  like  jewels.     In  the  tall  and 
waving  green  reeds, 

Saw  the  blue  flow'r  silent  growing  ;  the  forget-me- 
not  and  iris. 

All  I  saw  because  he  loved  me ! 
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On    the    wildly    raging    billows  ;    on    the   moaning 
mutt'ring  ocean, 

Rocked  and  tossed  with  one  who  loved  me. 

But   the   sea   and   surging   wave   crests  ;   but   the 
thunder  and  the  lightning 

Filled  me  with  no  dread  and  terror. 

And  of  all  the  strife  and  danger  I  heard  naught  and 
cared  naught  either, 

What  wrecked  aught  if  we  together. 

All  of  God's  dread  wrath  and  power  playing  on  the 
mighty  waters  ; 

Playing  on  the  fiery  breakers,   phosphorescent  in 
their  fury  ; 

I  heard  not,  and  I  saw  nothing — 

Nothing  saw,   because   I   loved   him  ! 
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Dedicated  to  My  Love. 

MY  TREASURES. 

Eight  little  pins  stuck  into  a  sheet  ; 

Three  lines  of  print  that  do  hold  your  name  ; 
One  little  flower  immortally  sweet, 

And  a  Turkish  coin  of  no  special  fame  ; 
A  little  transparent  envelope  ; 

Six  crumpled  notes  in  a  hasty  scrawl  ; 
A  coin  with  a  message  ;  a  piece  of  rope  ; 

And  a  coin  of  a  size  minutely  small  ; 
A  flat  round  locket,  a  photo  old  ; 

Six  little  sachets  of  perfume  rare  ; 
An  eyelash  curling,  and  softly  rolled, 

A  strand  of  your  dark  and  silky  hair  : — 
These  are  my  treasures !     The  precious  things 

Which  make  me  laugh  at  the  wealth  of  kings  ! 
Five  little  words  said  plaintively  ; 

Five  little  words  I  set  apart  ; 
And  worth  the  wealth  of  the  world  to  me  : — 

'*  I  want  to  kiss  you,  Sweetheart,  Sweetheart !  " 
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Dedicated  to  My  Love. 

REMEMBRANCES. 

Do  you  remember,  Love,  when  first  we  met 
And  talked  of  life  and  probed  each  other's  mind? 

Your  first  handclasp  I  never  shall  forget  ; 
Your  parting  look  so  merry  and  so  kind. 

Do  you  remember,  Love,  when  first  we  missed 

A  something  neither  of  us  could  define? 
And  then  we  knew  it  was  we  had  not  kissed  ; 

Then  mouth  found  mouth  ;  your  lips  pressed  hard 

[■  on  mine. 

Do  you  remember  how  you  would  not  tell 
The  words  that  I  sought  hard  to  make  you  say? 
Though  I  did  know  them,  Sweet,  indeed,  so  well  ; 
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Do  you  remember  when  you  told  me,  Dear, 

How  much  you  loved  me  ;  for  you  could  not  wait, 

And  I,  Sweetheart,  then  felt  an  icy  fear 

That  to  my  heart,  burnt  out,  you  came  too  late  ! 

Do  you  remember  when  love  came  to  me. 
In  answer  to  your  great  and  longing  call? 

And  do  you  know  that  now  entirely 

You  are  my  Heart,  my  Soul,  my  Life,  my  All ! 


BITS  OF  GLASS.  73 

Dedicated  to  My  Love. 

LINES   ON    HIS   BIRTHDAY. 

The  Twelfth  of  June  !     My  life's  most  glorious  date; 

The  one  day  in  the  year  set  quite  apart ; 

When  you,  my  true  Twin  Soul,  were  born,  to  wait 

Till  we  should   meet,   and   meeting,   love,    Dear 
Heart. 

What  wishes  shall  I  wish  for  you  and  me? 

Health  is  the  first  ;  the  second  is  success. 
I  know  no  other  thing  that  could  be  : 

We  hold  all  else  in  our  love's  perfectness  ! 

What  can  I  give  you  on  your  birthday.  Sweet? 

I,  whose  one  treasure  is  your  love  divine. 

All  I  possessed,  I  laid  down  at  your  feet 

When    first   we   loved,    and   naught   remains    of 
mine 

To  give  you,  save  each  action,  thought  and  breath  ; 

Each  new  idea  and  fancy  all  my  life, 
And  all  the  woman  in  me,  till  my  death  : 

God  make  me  worthy  to  be  called  your  wife ! 


Part  III. 


FRAGMENTS   OF   LOVE 
AND   PASSION. 


LOVE  FRAGMENTS  OF  IMAGINATION. 

Oh,   I  am  a  drunkard,  dearest ! 

Yes,   I  confess  to  be ! — 
For   sometimes   I   could   drink   and   die — 

Die  drunk— on  the  lips  of  thee ! 


If  thou  had'st  sinned  'gainst  me,  that  man  and  God 
Had  left  thee  dying,  lone  and  unforgiven  ; 

My  love  for  thee  would  burn  me  down  the  road 
To  Hell !     If  that  would  give  to  thee  my  Heaven  ! 


When  on  my  dying  bed  I  lie, 

One  prayer   to  God   I'll   ever  pray  : 

"  Oh,  may  my  Love  be  kept  away, 
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"  That  he  can't  look  at  me  and  say  : — 
"  '  Come  back  to  me  !     I  want  you — I  !  '  " 
For  if  he  did  I  could  not  die ! 
My  soul  would  not  be  free  to  fly 
To  Heav'n  and  God,   where  all  is   well ; 
And  if  his  soul  spoke  ;   I   can  tell — 
Even  if  he  were  down  in  Hell ! — 
That  I  would  soon  give  up  the  High, 
To  burn  with  him  Eternally! 


If  you  love  me  and  I  love  you  ; 

Then  from  this  earth  we  break  right  through  ; 

And  build  a  new  world  for  us  two  ! 


Tell  me  not  that  I  am  fair  ; 

Say  not  there  are  none  above  me  ; 
Try  not,  want  not  to  compare  ; 

Tell  me  only  that  you  love  me ! 
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Now  that  we've   agreed  to   part  ; 
Torn   asunder   our   joined   heart  ; 
All  my  present  earthly  bliss   is 
In  rememb'ring  long  past  kisses  ! 


You  gave  me  back   my   heart   from  where  it   lay 
Next  yours,  Beloved  ;  its  accustomed  place. 

And  torn  and  bleeding  I  do  hold  it.     Nay 

I  am  not  all  unhappy  ;  for  they'll  stay 

As  fresh  as  ever  on  my  mouth  for  aye, 
Your  kisses,  time  and  death  shall  not  efface. 


The  glow  of  your  warm  love  has  left  my  heart, 
And  it  is  slowly  growing  pale  and  cold, 

And  lifeless  and  extinct.     But  yet  a  part 
Of  me  still  vibrates  and  still  pulses  as  of  old. 

The  knowledge  in  my  soul,  that  still  thou  art 

Mine,  by  my  own  love's  right  and  strength,  to 
hold, 

Beloved  ! 
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Oh  better  far  to  suffer  for  love's  need, 
And  hunger  after  love  and  thirst  and  be 
Still  quite  unsatisfied  ;  than  so  to  feed 
Of  love's  full  wildest  measure,  that  indeed 
We  suffer  more,  in  love's  satiety! 


A  man  that's  being  starved,   as  each  hour  goes, 

It  adds  a  little  to  his  agony  ; 
Till  peaceful  Death   releases  him  and  throws 

A  veil  of  quiet  on  his  misery. 
So  hours  when  love  has  fled,   till  old  Time  close 

The  open  spiked  gates  of  memory ! 


Full   many   things   in   life   I've   gained    and    lost  ; 

I've  courted  pleasure  ;  pain  has  courted  me  ; 
And   laughter   fresh,   that   many   salt  tears   cost 

Was  mine,   and  everything  that  life  can  be ! 
Till  one  day  I  lost  love,  then  I  lost  all ! 

No  longer  do  I  live,  I  vegetate ! 
All  things  are  empty,  silent,  stupid,  small. 

Except  the  endlessness  of  loveless  fate. 
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The  greatest  of  all  earthly  bliss  ; 
The  nearest  unto  Heav'n  is  this  : — 
To  die  beneath  our  loved  one's  kiss  ! 


I  am  sick  of  the  noise  and  the  clatter ! 

I  am  sick  of  the  red  flowing  wine ! 

So  lay  but  your  warm  lips  on  mine, 

And  the  thought  of  all  pain  you  will  scatter  ; 

And  the  sky  and  the  earth  they  may  shatter 

When  my  mouth  it  is  fast  locked  on  thine  ! 


Tell   me   not   that   you    will    miss    me ! 

Bid   me  not  a  long  farewell  ; 
Only  hold  me  tightly  ;  kiss  me, 

Kiss  me  till  my  lips  repel  ; — 
Till   I  scarce  can  breathe  on  longer. 
Then    oh    kiss    me    harder,    stronger, — 
Till  my  heart  with  love's  hot  swell 
Burst  and  tear  its  earthly  shell — 
Kiss  me  on  to  Heav'n  or  Hell, 

Beloved  ! 
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In  having  lost  thy  love,  I  have  lost  much, 

But  yet  not  all  ;  for  still  the  pow'r  in  me 

To  love,  is  so  enormous  and  of  such 

A  wordless,   boundless,   endless  quantity, 

That  I  have  love  enough  for  me  and  thee ! 

My  love  thou  canst  not  take  from  me^  nor  touch, 

Nor  understand  its  vast  immensity ! 


Since  I  have  lost  thy  love,   there  comes  to  me 

A  recompense  ;  I  feel  a  vast  step  nigher 

To   God  ;   for  now  my   earthly   love   for   thee 

Is  far  less  mixed  with  sensuality. 

It  has  grown  nobler,  greater,  purer,  higher ! 

An  isolated  burning  vestal  fire  ! 


You  smiled  whene'er  I  looked  at  you. 
You  smiled,  you  smiled  as  you  smiled  first ; 
You  never,  never  guessed  the  worst  ; 
You  did  not  dream  that  I  was  cursed 
With  hot  Hell's  never-ending  thirst! 
I  thought  my  very  soul  would  burst  .  .  . 
And  you — you  smiled  and  never  knew ! 

o 
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At  hide  and  seek  I've  often  played, 
And  hid  myself  in  Cupid's  ground  ; 

And  at  my  **  cuckoo,"  you've  obeyed, 
And  in  love's  valley  I  was  found. 

But  now  I  know  it  to  my  cost  ; 

This  time  in  playing   I've  got   lost! 

So  deep  in  love's  thick  wood  am  I, 

That  you  may  seek  me  low  and  high ! 

Love  laughs  at  me,  the  wicked  elf ! 

I'm  lost  and  cannot  find  mvself ! 


When  I  shall  love,  I  shall  not  see 

Excepting  through  thine  eyes. 
When  I  shall  love,  each  thought  of  thee 

Will  bring  a  sweet  surprise. 
When   I  shall  love,   shall  love  thee  Dear 

With  all  my  strength  and   might  ; 
My  life  in  yours  will  disappear, 

Annihilated  quite ! 
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Your  eyes  are  like  the  shining  sun, 

Whereby  all  things  I  see  ! 
Your  eyes  are  like  all  stars  in  one, 

That  glitter  all  for  me ! 
Your  eyes  are  like  the  cloudy  sky, 

That  leads  me  up  to  Heaven  ; 
In   which,   to  gaze   in  and   to  die, 

No  greater  boon  were  given  ! 
Your  eyes  have  such  an  endless  deep ; 

A  depth   I  love  so  well : 
That  were  they  Satan's  lamps,  I'd  sleep. 

Content  to  wake  in  Hell ! 


I  shall  not  grieve,  if  early  in  the  year, 

The  Reaper  comes  with  sickle  in  the  land  ; 

And  long  before  the  leaves  of  life  are  sear. 

He  cuts  them  down  with  rough  and  sudden  hand. 

To  live  another  day  I'll  have  no  need. 

For  in  my  space  of  life  .  .  .  I've  lived  indeed  I 


Part  IV. 


TO    MY    LOVE, 


I 


'  ■  ■  II 


FRAGMENTS. 

I  have  some  friends  ;  some  good  old  friends  ; 

They've  known  me  long,  and  know  a  part 
Of  me,  my  outward — there  it  ends, 

They  have  not  ever  seen   my  heart. 

I  have  a  friend,  a  good  new  friend  ; 

He    does    not    know    my    outward    whole. 
The  subtle  changes  Time  may  send 

He's  seen  not,  but  he's  seen  my  soul. 


Oh  friend  !     If  friend  of  mine  you  wish  to  be,— 
Be  not  my  friend  for  any  outward  grace, 

For  any   tender   look's   sweet   mystery, 
For  any  charm  imagined  in  my  face. 

But   be  my   friend   for   all   the   pure   and   strong 
That's  in  my  nature,  all  the  low  and  high 

And  good  and  bad,  and  all  the  right  and  wrong  : 
Be  my  friend  only — because — I  am  I  ! 
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How  hard  to  tell  when  day  does  turn   to  night, 
Because  of  that  sweet  hour  we  call   "  twilight." 
But  harder  still  to  tell,  when,  just  above 
The  turning  point,  a  liking  turns  to  love ! 


I've  known  the  passion  of  a  kiss  ! 
I've  known  the  soft  and  tender  bliss ! 
I've   known   the   quiv'ring   last  long   sigh 
Of  clinging  lips   that  kiss  good-bye. 
And  of  all  kisses  far  above 
I've  known  the  kiss  of  perfect  love! 


Each  different  time  Love  came  to  me, 
And  pierced  me  with  his  lightning  dart  ; 

The  balm  I  used  was  Poetry, 

To    heal    my    wounded    stricken   heart. 

If  I  loved  well  and  happily, 

I  burst  into  a  joyous  song  ; 
Or  if  my  love  were  misery, 

In  verse  I  soothed  the  biting  wrong. 
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But  now  a  love  has  come  to  me 
Too  full  for  words  !     I  cannot  write, 

Or  speak  of  its  immensity  ; 

Or  tell  the  world  my  soul's  delight ! 


Oh,  I  was  happy  when  I  loved  him  ; 

The  man  who  cared  not  a  jot  for  me  ; 
For  my  passion  it  burnt  through  every  limb  ; 

And  I  lived  in  myself  so  vitally. 

And  I  was  happy  when  he  loved  me  ; 

The   man   that    I    liked    and    gave    respect  : 
For   his  love  awoke  dead   pride   in   me  ; 

And  the  change  was  good  from  the  last  neglect. 

A  pain  it  has  now  become,  my  bliss. 

For  my  love  is  returned  and  an  equal  given  ; 

And  I  fear  sometimes,   'neath  his  throbbing  kiss, 
I  shall  wake  to  find   I  but  dreamt  of  Heaven  ! 


If  the  Universe  crumbles  this  very  same  day — 
You  are  mine  ;  I  am  yours,  Love,  for  ever  and  aye ! 
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The  "  world  "  it  has  been  taught  to  me, 

In    letters    five    thus    spelt    should    be : — 

A  "  w-o-r-l-and-d. " 

But  now  I  very  plainly  see, 

The  world  is  spelt  in  letters  three ! 

My  World  comprises   Heaven  too, 

I   spell  it  simply  Y-O-U. 


He  asked  me  if  I  loved  him,   and  my  cheek 
In  tell-tale  blushes,  told  what  I  would  speak. 
He  asked  me   if   I   loved   him,   and   my  eyes 
Betrayed   the   answer ;   could   not   tell   him   lies. 
He  told  me  that  he  loved  me,   and  my  frame 
Quivered  and  leapt  with  hot  and  answering  flame. 
He   held   me,   and   my  answer  plain,    I   wis 
I  gave  him  in  a  throbbing  clinging  kiss  ! 


When    your   love   burns    hottest    and    fiercest    and 
highest — 

And  your  spirit  reels  in  the  senses'   madness — 
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And  to  Heaven  and  Hell  you  approach  the  Highest — 

And    you    know    the    depth    of    all    sorrow    and 
gladness — 

When  you  want  to  crush  me  in  burning  desire — 
When  your  love  is  the  love  of  a  primitive  man — 

And  your  head  is  aflame  and  your  body  on  fire — 
With  all  concentration  since  earth  first  began — 

Oh  then,  when  you  suddenly  halt  in  your  passion  ; 

Afraid    you    will    startle    me  ;    thinking    you're 
wrong  : 

And  restraining  yourself  in  a  dazed  weary  fashion — 

Know  that  my  love,  a  ivonian^s,  is  equally  strong  ! 


Oh  I  have  become  almost  beautiful  ; 

With  a  sweeter  expression  and  prettier  face  ; 
And  I  have  become  very  dutiful  ; 

With  a  nameless,   a  new,   an  awakening  grace. 

And  there's  nobody  greater  than  I,  or  above  me  ; 

Because — oh  my   Dearest — you  love  me — you  love 
me  ! 
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Every  beat  of  my  heart ; 

Every  sight  that  I  see  ; 
Every   move,   every  start, 

Every  nerve  thrills  for  Thee. 
Every  thought  in  my  brain  ; 

Half  unformed,  undefined. 
Is  the  echo  again 

Of  the  thought  in  your  mind. 
All   my   heart   and   my   soul ; — 

All  the  spirit  in  me — 
Every  inch  of  the  whole 

Of  mv  frame  lives  for  Thee ! 


I  feel  sometimes  as  I  quietly  sew. 

That  my  heart  it  must  burst  ;  for  so  full  does  it 
grow. 

I  feel  sometimes,  as  I  sit  by  the  fire, 

That  my  heart  with  its  burden  of  love  must  expire. 

I  feel  sometimes  that  in  two  I  am  riven  ; 

One  half  is  on   Earth  and  the  other  in  Heaven  ! 
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Our  love  is  not  petty  or  mean  or  small, 
And  it  does  not  attempt  to  disguise  its  strength  ; 

We  show  it  clearly  and  show  it  all, 

And  we  know  love's  trust  to  its  fullest  length. 

And  our  love  by  convention  is  all  untamed  ; 

It  is  mighty  and  naked  and  unashamed ! 


**  I  am  yours  "  I  always  say  ; 
Yet  each  time  again  you  ask  me, 
Though  my  answer  does   not   mask  me  : 
Why,  oh  why  then.  Dearest,  task  me 
With  that  question  now  to-day? 
I  am  yours,  for  aye,  I  swear  it ! 
So   may   God   and   Satan   hear   it ! 
I   would  come  to  you,   and  dare  it 
Though  all  Hell  were  in  the  way ! 


Each  woman  in  her  life  one  moment  knows 
When  all  is  chaos,  and  the  blinding  whole 

Of  love  envelops  her  and  Heaven  grows 
Quite  near  and   bursts   upon   her  dazzled   soul ! 
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The  one  great  moment  of  my  life,  apart, 

Was  when   I   caught   that  little  shamefaced  tear, 

That  tried  to  hide  itself  and  disappear. 

'Tis  safely  hid,  Beloved,  in  my  heart ! 


I  have  two  wishes  in  my  life ; 

The  one — to  hear  you  call  me  "wife!  " 

I  thrill  and  tremble  at  the  other : — 

To   hear   your   children   call    me    "Mother!" 


The  greatest  glory  and  the  highest  fame  ; 
The  honour  of  an  everlasting  name  ; 
The  high  superlative  of  praise  and  blame  ; 
To  me  these  things  are  one  and  all  the  same. 
I  only  glory  in  whatever  feat 

Can  bring  from  your  dear  lips,  "  Well  done,   niy 
Sweet!  " 
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In  a  foolish,   capricious,   weak  feminine  way, 
I  pretended  I  couldn't  quite  trust  you  ; — 

A  woman  will  sometimes  these  silly  things  say  :- 
You  mustn't  believe  us,  now  must  you? 

In  a  sulky  bad-tempered  rough  masculine  way, 
You  said  all  the  things  that  could  pain  me  ;- 

The  debts  of  revenge  every  man  loves  to  pay  ;- 
And  I  smile  as  you  try  to  regain  me  ! 


The  world  may  say  most  cruel  and  bitter  things  ; 
May  speak  a  poisoned  sentence,  and  it  stings 
But  on  the  surface  for  a  little  while  ; 
And  all  is  healed,  forgotten,  in  your  smile. 

But   when   you  angrily   to   me  do   speak, 

I   feel  the  blood  slow  ebbing   from   my  cheek  : 

I  cannot  help  unruly  tears  that  start, 

For  each  word  is  a  knife  thrust  in  my  heart ! 


I   will   not  write  the  old   and   hackneyed   phrase ; 
"  Dear  Heart  I  love  you  more  than  I  love  life !  " 
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God  means  that  we  should  prize  the  blessed  days. 

I  want  to  live,  to  live  to  be  your  wife ! 
There  is  a  greater  Love  and  more  divine : 
More  than  myself  I  love  you  Sweetheart  mine ! 


If  you  would  rear  a  delicate  plant, 

You  must   water  and   tend   it   with   every  care  ; 
It  has  small  strength  of  its  own  and  can't 

Thrive  but  in  the  soil  that  is  lying  there. 
Like  a  plant  neglected  I  droop  and  pine, 

And  thirst  for  the  water  and  air  and  the  light, 
And  the  rain  of  your  kisses,  and  Love's  sunshine, — 

I  shall  die  if  I  am  not  cared  for  to-night ! 


I've   lived   and   suffered    many   days. 
In   one  continual   parching   thirst ; 

And  still  the  feeling  on  me  stays 

That  body,   heart  and  soul  must  burst. 

To  hear  your  voice,   to  see  your  glance, 
To  feel  the  touch  of  your  dear  hand. 
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I  would  have  forfeited  my  chance 
Of  going  to  the  "  Better  Land." 

And  if  I  could  have  had  a  kiss 
From  those  dear  lips  I  love  so  well  ; 

I'd  given  up  thought  of  Heaven's  bliss, 
And  gone  contentedly  to  Hell ! 


Dear  Love,   beware  of  me  ;   I   am  a  danger  : 
An  iceberg  and  a  snowdrift  to  the  stranger  ; — 
An  avalanche,  a  fire  red  as  blood  ; 
A  seething  hot  volcano  and  a  flood  ; 
All  these  together  and  yet  far  above 
The  fierce  relentless  torrent  of  my  love ! 


If  e'er  I've  been  unkind  or  bitter,  Sweet, 
These  verses  will  explain  what  I  have  felt. 
I  ask  forgiveness  for  each  nasty  word, 
And  only  plead  my  love  as  my  excuse. 
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